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CHAPTER L

When the Indian smnmer haze is hov-
ering over the Ulufls along the Pawnee
in these dreamy, sunshiny aftérnoons of
late November, there is a languorous
spell even in soldier life. and the troop-
er= love to loll abont the wide [Jul't'llt}.ﬁ of
barracks duaring their brief leisure
while waiting the trumpet
There scarcely a
astir. The broad, fertile

under the blufis, forest fringed

the stream, gives forth a faint,
‘nt. smoky odor, and the eye wan-
w8 its soft undulations. its vistas
i f :dh-:‘u:f.i.- grove and shadowy
lool, and sees it all as through some
filmy. intangible veil. The sharp out-
lines so characteristic of the frontier at
gther seasons, giving
northwest that razorback guise that in-
spared the original explorers, Kentuclk
ians and Missourians. to refer to the
ranwse as *Bawer Buttes,” are mellowed
into softer curves.

There is an echo ‘:pril'e abroad in the
antumu skies, for the distant whistle of
the traius. the pnff and pant of engines
tiiles away. the rumble of the express
a= it flies avross the wooden truss at Big
Beud far dowu the valley. the lowing of
catt their bells at the
forms bevond the reservation lines, the
and langhter of village children
sconring siream banks for the last
of the vear's ¢rop of beech or butternut,
the soft langhter of the ladies gathered
in the veranda of the major’s gquarters,
all come floaning through the pualseless

1ing ears of the sentry
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“My CGod! it's Nita Guthric.”
Seores of the garrison proper seem in-
clined to follow his example. and the
tall, dark faced, black bearded soldier—
a handsome fellow—leaning on the
will over at the east end
ween the hospital at the edge

breast-hich
midway bet
of biaff
quarters, his chin on his arms, his cap
pulled well dawn over his eyes, seems to
have "icken by the general somn-
nolence, [t is only the ladies who are
awznfite and alert, for this is Nita
s last appearance, to spealk.
She has paying a brief visit to Dr.
and Mrs. Helden, l\mntnll\ of hers, but
18 1o take the east bound train this very
sht.  Mrs. Holden goes, too, leaving

the
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and the junior surgeon’s |

fers in six years than any woman | ever

| ably. as any we could invent here.

heard of.”

*Then there mnst be something back
of it all.” responds Mrs. YVance. whose
theories are not to be lightly shaken.
**Was there some early affair?”

“My dear Mrs. Vance, | have no doubt
1 could tell you a dozen stories, all plausi-
ble, all in active circulation when last !
visited St. Lonis and saw her in society
there. and all as near the . truth, prob-
No-
but Nita, and she won't

pody KEnows

tell.’
Now as the autumn sun, all red bur-
nished gold. is sinking to the horizon on

| this final day of a charming and memor-

| little coterie gathered in her honor
| cilous

press each and every one in turn

to the ridge to the |

atten- |

her lord. the junior medical officer of the |

station.
en, and of all the families of some thirty
married ofH-ersstationed in this big gar-
rison not one s unrepresented at Major
Berrien's toduay,
won all hearr- But this, say those who
have known her long. is an old, old story
with Nita: she h?l.h been doing the same
thing for vea.

Tht'. e is tang of suggestiveness about
this statement: mnoreover. it is true: Miss
Guthrie 1s not in the first bloom of
youth. “Why, she must be nearly thir-
ty.” say some of the younger girls and
younger matrons, who envy her none the
less the freshness, the grace. the win-
pomeness that hover about her mobile
lace; but those who are in position to
know and have no reason to feel the
faintest jealousy assert very positively
that Nita is not more than twenty-five.

“Well. why hasn’ she married? is the
instant guery of Mrs. Vance, to whose
benighted mind it ever appears that be-
cause a woruan hasn’t she cannot.

“*Simply because the right man is yet
to come,” 13 Mrs. Harper's equnally prompt
teply. *Nita Guthrie has had more of-

to the merey of the other wom- |

for Nita Guthrie has |

able visit. Nita Guthrie is bidding adieun
with langhing, kindly cordiality to the
To

oy

one and all she has the same frank, gra-
manner. OUver all she throws the
same odd magnetic spell, seeminyg to im-
itk
the same idenr. **Now, yvyou are just the
most thoronghly delightful creaturve 1
have ever met, and 1 cannot bear to say
goodby to you.” There is the lingering
hand clasp. and yet not the faintest
timentality. Nita's blue eyes—very blue
—eraze straisht into those of her friends,
She seems to advance a step or two, as
though eager meet and take by the
hand each newcomer. Even the elders
among the women find it bard to go.
ancl for rhe girls, they linger spell-
bound: they claster abont her, watch-
inz the sanshne in her face, the play of
1er l"a-;-tm't s, the sparkle of her eyes.

- 111 ner winsome words, her rip-
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just the only chance we've had
to ourselves. Miss Nita.” protests Wini-
fred Bermien “*You've been surrounded
by men all the rest of the time, and we
couldn’t you now if it weren't that
they had to be in stables. Oh, if yen
only didn't have to go touight!”

“Indeed, Winnie, I don't want to go.
[t seems to ure nothing can be more de-
Hghtial thaa life in an army post like
this. Certainly no girl ever had a better
time anywhere than you have given me
here. andd i1t i1s so unlike what I fancied
it anight be)

It is eutirely unlike what life on the
ntier used to be, Miss Guathrie,” an-
swers her hostess, the major's wife, in
her calmn. plucid way., “Any con-
trasting oor beatitnde of wwlay with onr
life here, there and everywhere over the
vest during Indian campaigus in

vhich the regiment was incessantly en-
gagerld can o uly wonder how we found
it pussible to exist in those days. Segeial
conditions have changed, togrand in the
gathering of troops in larger gar--
rispons i greatl. wany of
features of the old life have
inated entirely Indeed, |
mizht stay and see more of us,
are conmnng igrain, are you not?”

“if wishing will bmng it abont | shall
be with yon again with the coming sum-
mer orearly i the spring. | have prom-
ised bolden that L. will return to
bher if only for a fortmght.’

The enthusiarm excited among the
girls and apparently shared by all the
wonten present when this announcement
is made ongiit certainly  to convinee
Miss Guthrie 104t they wmost reluetantly
part wiih her now and most pleasantiy
anticipate her future coming The
clumor of volees 18 such that for a tiine
no one s conscious of the faet that out
on tas parace the regimental line has
formed. and that the band s already
trocpang down the frout. had

see
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Berren
tulien uis position as eowmmanding offi-
cer Several subalterus. whese heads
were kept riguwily straight to the front.,
fonud their eyes wandering furtively
over toward the mjors guarters. In
cotujdes amnd gronps a4 number of the la-
dies coine sauntering forth. gathering
oppousite the ceuter nearer the colonel’s
bouse. frow which point they generally
watched the closing ceremony of the
day jut sill oblivious to any music
but that of ber voice a dozen of their
number hover sbout Miss Guthrie. Even
gunfire fuils to distract toeir attention.
It is not natil the major himself returns,
tossing off his helmet and tugging at his
waistbelt, that they realize that parade
is over and dipner waiting.

=Now. yod will “come baek next
spring?” “You will write? *“You won't
forget to send methe photograph—mind,
;aabinet size—DMiss Nita?™ “Indeed if
ever | get anywhere near St. Louis you'll
be the first sonl 1 shall comein search of.”

It is a little flock of enthusiastic army
girls surrounding her, maidens whose
early lives had been spent wandering
feow river tp mountain, from the gulf
to the Coluinbia, to whom city life was
almost a revelation, and city belles be-
ings from another world. Winifred
Berrien is the leader of the coterie, a
girl whose eyes are as dark as Nita's are
bine, and they are ready to brim over at
this very instant.

“*Here comes Captain Rolfe for you
now, and we've got to let you go: but
we'll all be down to see you off at train
time.”

The man who enters at thé moment
and stands just within the heavy Nava-
Jo portiere, smilingly looking upon the
group and guite unconscious of the al-
most vengefnul glances in the eyes of the
young zirls, is a’cavalry officer about
thirty-five years of age. He is a tall fel-
low. somewhat heavily built, yet well
proportioned and athletic. His face is
tanned by long exposure to the sun and
wind of the wide frontier. His brown
aaiy, close cropped, has a suSpicion t:,t'J

| gray jnst siivering the temples, His
| eyebrows are thick and strongly marked.
The eves vaueath are deep set and
frinced with heawy lashes. The maus-
tache, sweeping from his upper lip, is of
a lighter brown than his hair, but
equdllv thick. heavy and curling. Other-
wise his face is smoothly s havud. and is
one which impresses those who look
upon it, even carelessly. as stropg and
resolute. He still wears the double
breasted coat, with shoulder knots and
foarragere, just as he: had come off
parade, though he has exchanged hel-

met for forage cap, which latter head-
gear at this moment is being dandled in
one hand, while the fingers of the other
beat rapid tattoo upou the visor. Com-
rades of Rolfe would tell you thisis a
sign that he is nervous: yvet to look at
hiw there, smiling upon the gronp, quite
as thoagh remarking wiaya preity pic-
ture they make. no else would be
apt to -.mnk of such a thing.

“Ready in a noinent, Rolfe.”
the major iroin an mner room.
ready. Berenwaria?™

“1 am always ready. Richard, as yon
well know,” is Mrs. Berrien's placid re-
sponse. I think | never kept you wait-
in" so much as a moment.”

Prompiest woman in the army’ or
out uf it.” boomnns the major {rom his
sanctum, hkis jovial voeice resounding
throngh the rooins of the bright garyi-
son bhome, *Neyver inew anyihing like

¢ Miss (Gathrie:  "Why. do \ﬁ"‘i kmn-‘
even when | wasn't half pPropost
never - let . ine: finish the se nmn-'cf
"Twasn't at ail what | was going to ask
her—ithat day. at least. Meant to
eventuaally. of ccourse, if | ever could
muster up cournge, but this time 1 had
only found grit enongh to ask for her
picture. and I was engaged in less than
ten seconds!”
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captain. | pledge you my word 1 never
would have hid the cheek to offer my-
"Twaus the woman did it. 1 was
going dwuay for a and 1 said, *You
can give e une thing, iff von will.,” |
ouly meant to beg for that picture, and,
by Jove! shie slipped her hand into mine.
I was shaking ail over. *1—b-beg par-
don. | stammnered, *| was oaly going ta
—beg for yourp-p-p——" My ]1:“.!1‘..«( .
Berengavia. sweetly, looking up
eves.  “Yom' bave it. Richard.’
Wiy, she just jonmped at me.
arvincement,
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Guthrie. Bhe
and il the woney, and 1 the vivacity
and beanty of the household, until Win-
nie cane: siecontribuntes a little toward
it now. DBut we'tea model couple, aren’

. Berengaria?  And the major bends
with playiil the spar-
kling ia his eves meanwhile, and kisses
his handsoine helpmeet’s rosy cheek,

“We have few . crosses, certuinly,” re-
plies Mirs, i_‘:--r;-u-eu. whose own name is
anything bhul Berengaria, that being, as
she is fre [:m-:..l_\' called apon to explain.
some of the major’s historical nonsense.
*“We have few and those of
course | l-*--::-, But now." she continues.
with much decvision of manner. **if youn
are pitri i.y.._-_.' restored o sanity we will
go, or keep dinner longer waiting, Miss
Guthrie. do taey allow lnnaties at large
in the streets of St Lonis? Major Ber-
rien spoke of getting a month's leave this
wintergnd going thithem™

*Ohgsend bim by all means, and he
shall - be treased . at our own asylum.
Father wonll rejoice in him—as 1 do.
Mrs. Berrien.”

“And shall ! get the colonel to detail
Rolfe here to conduct me thither and
tarn me overto the asylum authorities?”
gneries the major, with a knowing cock
of the heud *Rolfe hates city life as a
general thing. but he would accept that
duty. | faney.”

“Captain Qolfe will be very weélcome,
Indeed. | ouly wish yon mig sht bring the
whole regiment, major. Just think
what a good tine the girls would have
this winter i’ that were only possible,”

“Berengaria says,” bursts in the major
again, *‘that if | only show you proper
attention on this visit yon'll be sure to
send us invitations to bring the whole
family and spend six weeks at least.’

“Father, you outrageous fibber!"
gasps Winifred, rushing at him and
placing one slim hand apon his monuth,
while twining the other, with its soft,
white arm. about his neck. *Indeed,

iss (3uthrie. you must be told that
futher is perpetunally poking fun at
mother, making her say all manner of
things she never thought of. It is all
well enough in the regiment, where
people understand it and are prepared
for his nons-nse, but many strangers
are completely deceived at times, and

though, Miss
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ten¢lerness, fun
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vOilr |

mamma never so much as remon-
strates.”™

Evidently mamma does not conslder
it worth while,

»It wonld be wasting time, Miss
Guthrie. and we are wasting time as it
is. Captain Hazlett will never forgive
vou, Major Berrien, if you keep dinner

raiting another minute, Captain Rolfe,
will you escort Miss Guthrie? Come,
Richard. march!”

**After yon. Rolfe,
with a bow of extra ceremony.
you.’

*Before themn, if you please, you blind
goose!” whispers his better half.
“Hayen't yvou sense enough to see he
wanis to speak with her and that this
may be the only opportunity?”

“What! Rolfe wants to talk
her? Why, Miss Guthrie,” he booms
aloud, 1 hadn’t the faintest idea™—
But here the wife of his bosom lays firm
hand upon his sunburned ear and fairly
marches  him forth upon the veranda,
Miss Guthrie would indeed have been
glad to lead, but Rolfe’s hand, trem-
bling slizhtly. as she cannot but note, is
laid npon her wrist, restraining her,

“*Why didn’t you tell me you wanted
to talk with Rolfe, Gathrie?
queries the wmajor over his shoulder,
with every #ppearance of conceran. "
could have fixed it all for yon."

“Silence, Dick,"” sternly murmurs Mrs
Berrien. ‘here is no fun in this affair,
and 1 warn yos I— 1Ot An ther word.”

Twiligcht has fallen upou the garrison
as they stroll across the parade. The
ten have vanished from the scene, but
Eide uitar and banjo tells
where they have gathered. Most of the
are at dinner. One or two

entering the gateway of
rters—guests invited to
visitor on this the last
evening hher stay. Dr. and Mrs,
Holden can be seen among them, Mrs.
Folden sumewhat anxiously at
Nina a escort, for it is In]:xi!i that
Roife to detain the woman
whowm he bas paid such unusual and de-
voted attention singe the hour of
her arrivall BSilence and peace
gpread abroad. hovering
with the the broad
vation. :, walking rapid-
ly now, as the energetc lady can |. d
her « i Lcome suds lend v
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s and peer-

ngh th
giween the

barracks ut

" says the major,
*After

with

Miss

tinkle of

:l‘,rE'i:'\ s
couples are just
Hazlett's gua
meet tae [fair

. -
L)

cuzing
el e
NEEe KN 10
ever

1 -
ugave

rescr-

;mu‘-.-'-
upon the xigzh the great
risingr above the «E::-.t;a.u hi:.;l
ing i EATTISON
V"i\::-.-’.':'- il I

- |
s dalia

thro
terposes b

the

something Miss (zuth
Berrien, hall-

her admnirers and

heie is

ric really uinst see.”
ing short.
enfertainers
tenliion Lo :‘,

“DHek!i—stapid
You must not speak to her now.
you see?”

s5aVs
A= oneof
l feel bonnd to call her at-

once.

Can't

I—move on &t

“See? Of

t() e
inrerlys

want her
—that’ '

48 thony|
promptiy

s 1
10 Tl
.

tL‘:I-:-':..,.,

bent

LEMpLs to farn
i back. She
whiris hinn abonut and t‘ili"l"'-?- hiwm
proper direcdon. “*Oh,” he pex
retiiiz s about her yon wanted to
you nnderstand that |
the back l--' iy head and
shonld allowed to

e
1*:‘- i"
it is son
me tosee, citul

have no « § 11
that therefce |

.

be
look 2lbont.

“You seo,
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long, hanginw
He knows

Evervhody will

AAr, and understand the sit-
well as it is. Yon're
mischief. You know
ux been her shadow all day
awbont her*to say his say.
to be his last chance.
be there the moment
dinner over. Everybody wiil
round her, aud nnless he speaks now he
must let her o withont a word.™

“Berenguriadyon amaze me! Are youn
connivings at Ris capture? Didn't you
tell e y kuew
him?”

1 dids |

tiis

is ST

know it now: but he is a
man who wants to hear his fate from
her own lips and plead his cause, too,
like a man, anless | am very muach mis-
takken in him
look back.”

“Poor devil! Why couldn’t he wait
till after dinner? she micht be in softer
mood then, - | alwayvs am. That's why
you always wait till after dinner, I pre-
sume, when von have anything special
to ask. Now this will take his appetite
away entirely.’

*As if he had any in the first place!
Positively, Kichard, you have no soul
above a dinner,. When a man is as des-
perately in love as Rolfe. do you suppose
he cares miuea what he eats?”

“Well, secins to me | was never off
my feed.” is iJ‘-rrien's reply with preter-
natural gravity, looking straight to the
front now and refusing to meet his wife's
dark eyes.

“You!" with fine'scorn. *“You! Why,
Richard Berrien. with all your amiable
qualities of heart and weaknesses of
head no one on earth would ever asso-
ciate yon and sentiment in the same
breath. Of cuurse you and your appe-
tite are inseparnble: but Rolfe is differ-
ent: he is a lover.”

“Well, what am 7"

“You are simply a goose tonight.
Qome, don't stop at the gate now: push
right on inte the house after the Hold-
ens. I'll run up to Mrs. Hazlett's room
with Nita.”

A dozen of the fort people only have
been bidden to dinner, for hardly a din-
ing room at the postis big enough for
more, and on the porch anxiously await-
ing the comiag of his guests is Hazlett,

said,

she wonldn't have |

No, sir, don’t you dare |

“Where are Rolfe and Miss Guthrie?
asks he as men will ask. **All here now
but them."”

“Coming at once: only a few steps
behind us,” promptly answers Mrs, Ber-
rien. “Run in, major; I'll wait for
Nita.” Berrien looks as though he medi-
tated a wischievous remark, but somne-
thing in her voice and manner tells him
that instant obedience is expected, He
gives one guick glance and steps into
the hall.

Presently, while chatting with others
of the arriving party, he is conscious of
the swish of skirts passing up the stair-
way. The door to the veranda is still
open, and glancing out Berrien can see
Rolfe alone leaning against one of the
wooden ]1“..3‘.‘-. his head rll'nupit:g ns
thovgn plunged in deep thought.

“»P hap! he's got his conge to-
night, and that's the end of his two
years' romance. Odd about that girl
She faucies nobody.”

Three later, the moon being
well np in the heavens now, and the
whole parade shining revealed almost as
brizht as day, both the verandas and the
parior of [Hazlett’'s cozy home are
thronged with officers and ladies, chat-
ting werrily together, The lights are
still blazingz in the barracks, The trum-
l".z.;rh—in full force are grouped abonut
the flagsiaif sounding the last notes of
tattoo. The Holdens have borne Miss
awav with them, that the ladies
evening gowns in the
waiting Sarsz ozgas and then their
travehing garo while the guartermaster's
big wagon trnndles the luggage down to
the railway station. Presently this lum
bering vehicie can be seen slowly roll-
ing away from the Holdens™ gate, and
»,n.w-l'.\'mu's.'-.' at Hazlett's waits impatient
ly for the returnn of party. Mrs
Holden is deservedly a favorite in the
garrison, aud Nita Gutlirie, as has been
has won golden opinsions. The
Ny air is growing chill, however,
n ladies present only the
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will be bhere n i- s than half an  bhoo
and we won '« see anything of bher.”™ A
chorusof giviish voices echoes Win

views, Mrs. Berrien and Mrs, i ark
at this come farth from tha
houese aind look e ‘nII rup the

“How long they are!” Wi
““'I.;;: um keep llurm. ATy

. my child.”

“L... the wagon's gone, tranks and all
[t can't be that.”

«Seill, 1 wonld pot fret about it, Win-
nie. Has she not promised to come next
spring and pay us a long visit?”

“Yes, but who knows where Wwe mAyv
all be next spring. or what may happen
meantime? Every paper we get is full
of stories of the ghost dances among the
Sioux, and if there should be another In-
dian war”

“*Nonsense.
such a thing.
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again.

Winifred! Don't think of

After all this regimeut
has had to suffer in Iudiau battle, yon
don’'t suppose we, of all others, would
be sent from here to a winter campaign
in the northern department? We've
seen the last of such troubles, God be
thanked!"”

Major Berrien, his interview with the
officer of the day ended, has just started
to rejoin the gronp on the veranda when
he hears his wife's pious words. He
whirls around sharply.

“*Oh, captain, there's one thing 1 for-
got to tell yon.” And the saber of the
officer of the day clanks against his leg
as Captain Porter faces about. The
younger officers go.on with their blithe
chat: but M. Berrien has known her
lord twenty l.mg years, and no sooner
has the officer of .the day departed than
she hastens to join him.

*Dick.” she falters, *‘surely you do
not believe that there is any chance of
the Twelfth going, even if there should
be trouble? Dick, tell me.”

“Berengaria. beloved inquisitor,” he
begins, **] didn't even know there was a
row anywhere.”

But she rebukes him by asingle glance,

“Tell me. Dick.” she persists, and
clings to his arm. **You don't think,
affer all we've been through, that, now
that we are so happily settled here, there




